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into the drowsy swoon.
Before me,
there is no horizon,
but an endless tunnel;
walls are dazzling
like melting iron in the furnace.
This is the lively cave
of flesh and blood;
the walls are drifting
like crawling insects;
the current has entered
the cave, the cavity of creation,
in the outer ocean,
in the stillness of the night.
Who am 1, a king or a slave,
a moving lump of flesh
or a human being?
Is it a new birth
in the flames of fire,
or an old death
in the bloody sacrificial fire?
Nicotine magic of detective novels,
obscene stories, restful armchairs,
clothes, wrapping up the waist
intoxicating medicine of hope,
rotten cabbage of desire,
broth of despair,
torn pages of feelings,
erotic tonics, produced
in the heat of rules and morals,
decaying fruits
of the poisonous tree of existence,
consciousness, stretching like rubber,
collapsing in madness;
there is a crack